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By thee unto our eyes they do prefer

A stamp of their abstracted character;

Thou that in frames eternity dost bind,,                    95

And art a written and a bodi'd mind;

To thee is ope the junto o' th5 Abyss,

And its conspiracy detected is,

Whilst their cabal thou to our sense dost show,

And in thy square paint'st what they threat below. 100

Now, my best Lely, let 5s walk hand in hand,
And smile at this un-understanding land;
Let them their own dull counterfeits adore,
Their rainbow-cloths admire, and no more;
Within one shade of thine more substance is            105

Than all their varnish'd idol-mistresses:
Whilst great Vasari and Vermander shall
Interpret the deep mystery of all,
And I unto our modern Picts shall show
What due renown to thy fair art they owe,              no

In the delineated lives of those
By whom this everlasting laurel grows.
Then if they will not gently apprehend,
Let one great blot give to their fame an end ;
Whilst no poetic flower their hearse doth dress,       115
But perish they and their effigies.

TO MY DEAR FRIEND MR, E[LDRED] R[EVETT],
ON HIS POEMS MORAL AND DIVINE

CLEFT, as the top of the inspired Hill,

Struggles the soul of my divided quill,

Whilst this foot doth the wat'ry mount aspire,

That Sinai's living and enlivening fire.

Behold my pow'rs storm'd by a twisted light                5

0J th' sun and his first kindled his sight,

And my left thoughts invoke the Prince of Day,

My right to th' spring of it and him do pray.

Say, happy youth, crown'd with a heav'nly ray
Of the first flame, and interwreathed bay,                   10

Inform my soul in labour to begin
los or anthems, paeans or a hymn.
Shall I a hecatomb an thy tripod slay,
Or my devotions at thy altar pay ?